THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

assured him; "I found him thoroughly attractive. A lot
of poetry and humour about him.33 Then I told him
what I could remember.

It happened like this. About six years ago an Italian
friend of mine, one of the veterans of Italian letters, was
lunching with me in London; he heard I was going to
Italy the following Easter and asked me if there was
anybody I wanted to meet. I answered purely in jest,
not thinking the thing practicable as I was not an
interviewer and had no political mission: "Oh, Mussolini,
of course." He replied: "Oh, I think that can be
arranged/3 and proceeded to talk about pictures.

Three months later I was dining with him in Florence
and he remarked, out of the blue, that when I got to
Rome I was to let the Foreign Office know, for the
interview had been arranged. I was thoroughly sur-
prised, and also a little shy about invading the presence
of the busiest man in Europe out of what began to appear
to me as mere vulgar curiosity. "Are you sure that I
shouldn't be making myself a nuisance?" I asked.
"Certainly not,5' he replied, "I told them you were an
Englishman who wrote poetry," and, as though the
matter was closed, turned to exhibit the charms of a
Greek marble head.

As soon as I got to my hotel in Rome I was informed
that Signor X at the Palazzo Venezia wanted me
on the telephone; the news, I must say, being broken
to me with a deference to which I am not accustomed.
I rang up and a young and pleasant voice asked me
if a certain hour next evening would suit me. I said:
"Yes," and a written confirmation was sent.